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MscHaN PnrcsARD
S,q.RA

I Pnonnrsn

Nobody likes to bc with a lonely soul.
So wc covcr up our f'etal cries
And truck on to Tennessee.
The rolling hills arc like Christian girls,
Curved and serene.
Dancing blades of tall grass,
Just swaying in the wind.
Tony's recording,
Jcrtrty's singing again.
We're tilur night owls.
The interstate,
()ur drug of choicc.
I.lust keep nry eyes on the clotted line.
Thc world's spinning.
Grandma's kisses; basement trims.
I would have given anything.
To have a road without an end.
Traveling has its own potential
Ttr depress the souls locked up in a cab.
I'm fighting with all my longing,
Throwing away useless memories
In every gas station's trash.
We're lovers and we're losers.
I'rn driving just to ieel alive again,
Veering into oncoming traffic
Belore I realize it's all a dream.
Some nightmare going nowhere.
Coffec shops are jumping with soon to be tamous tunes.
I'm getting filmed Iike an actor,
Without all the credits and brand name clothes.
Sara,

You're always with Ine.
Shrink your body down to an inch or two.
Stuf'fed into canvas,
So we can leave together.
Watch the Kansas sunrisc,
Start flying back East.
Take mechanical wings straight on homc.

We'll land and coast
To the farniliar sound of loose gravel.
No pills or bottles.
To get us through this tirne.
Sumrner to say we changed.
Maybe for the better.
https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol2006/iss1/19
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ESSE

KaNcrpnz

CoNrnssroNs oF A C.lNnl,p
Hey! fiddle, fiddle,
you and t'eline; why the quibble?
quite contrary to what either might think
neither at fault for that minor debacle,
I might have known from the little mutts sneer
the consequence of such a mean-spirited jest,
his intent yes, but caffied out with willing accord
my raw stinging flame scorched the stinking arse,
somersaulting the bovine over a celestial body,
meanwhile, that mangy cur snickered with delight
sole witness to my despicable act.

For many seasons the guilt abscessed and seethed
gradually congealing into waxen beads.
a confession long overdue indeed,

without realizing until now
the slow buming wick had run short

with it the necessity of concealing truth,
my ignorant youth, consumed by flickering fire
lost within a shroud of smokY haze,
absolved of this past transgression my light glows brighter;
however, I am still glad that I

told the dish to run away with the spoon.
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JoNnrHnN KrNc
Scnn,LurrNc

Olx

Words on a page never had any nteaning to me,
translucent remains of baby oak nraybe ntaple in between each line.
Stretching black and thick across centuries of menrories only

to be acknowledged by the swaying leaves which
hurry to escape the martyr

ol missionary migrant workers who
are taking away nature's color to t'eed the written language

of many nations.
Without a voice, no human can hear the screams of pain belched
tiom the root of a stump freshly sawed at its core;
when the earth shakes, the trees cry.

What once housed a f arnily of tive is now
Recycled over and over.

Theory says to preserve and protect;
nature argues the difference.

All of nature's

beauty

all of the refreshing resources taken tbr granted
are now fadins out.
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DpncoN Tonn Jnwell

Ir

Coul,o Hnvn flappnhlnn

It could havc happened another way, I -qucss.

ln linding satislirction in pursuit of a lil'e lived in
prof'cssional contentrnent.
Reaching thc pinnacle of success
ds top s lcslnan
a tenured educator
nraybc cvcn CEO.
Ncat acronynr that CEO.

Maybe it could have happened
through a life devoted to serving
the needs ol' the weary or less tbrtunate.
As a det'cndcr ol'the down-troddcn;
tenaciously sceking to briug .justice kr those
trarnpled over by the inequities o1'lit'e.

Maybe it coulcl havc happcncd in a lil'e l'ocused on Cod.
Existing bchind the heavy doors
trl some rnonastcry
in quict contemplation
and rneditative praycr.

It could havc happened in any onc ol' thcsc ways.
Sure conrponents of caclr of these endeavt)rs wcrc prescnt
but nonc in their own right caused tnc to rcach lit'e's greatest placc:
Peacc

!

Not the abscncc of war kind of peacc.
That decp down scnse of well-being.
Thut sense ol'krrowing, rcally knowing, that everything will bc OK.
That kind ol' pcacc.
It could have happen and it did.

It happcncd to Inc in the way of a loving lantily.
Who loved nrc with a t'crocity that
litied nte above nry laults;
carried nre beyond nry ptin.
Who loved mc with a gentleness that
celebrated mc in spitc of rny vanity:
and hcld nte close when I could not lovc mysclf'.

It was thlough a motlrer's gracious dcvotion and a father's hopelul strugglcs'
It was through a wifc's steadfast tiiendship and a daughtcr's .ioyful love.
It could have happened.... and it did.
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Eurrv RvnN
AuruuN
From apple picking
the small shack,
the smell of apple cider
and doughnuts of the same name

warmth cast t-rom a wood stove

lalling golden rich upon timber beams
tingling fingers awakening
frorn woolen hibernation
an iron press creaks
apples red and green
separated into sand-like mash

and fall's snrooth amber juice

rich cinnamon, honey, and Mackintosh
mouthwatering cologne

little shack
the bees in one cornel
pertbrming sticky maneuvers
in hexagonal bliss
tbr cheering audiences people coming and going
a busy

white bags ol apples, fresh and flagged

with leaves of authenticity
stopping here and there

fbr a warm vanilla doughnut
dipped in cups of iron pressed

tatl

-

liquidized and golden

collecting in puddles,
piles of multicolored leaves,

running through the veins

of autumn's musty beat.

https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol2006/iss1/19
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Lonr DneencFl
PnscanoRA DE PERLAS
While searching tbr the pearl of great price

Al buscar la perla de gran prer:io

in the deepest water

en el agua miis honda

what if I were to surt-ace

;qud pasa si yo emergiera

rnd call fbr help'l

y pidiera ayuda?

Would you dive in and save me

2,Te

or would you remain

o te quedarias

rooted on on the shore

arraigado en la orilla

and shake your head

y menearfas la cabeza

and tell me

y me dirias

I should have been

que debiera haber sido

a stronger swimmer

rnejor nadadora

and shouldn't evcn

y aun no debiera

have been drowning?

habel estado ahogiindome'.)

Afier all,

Despuds de todo,

I was tlre one

yo r:ra la que

who said I wanted

dijo que queria

to be a pearl fisher.

ser pescadora de perlas.

Would you stand on the sand

iEstarias de pie en la arena

and tell me I should have

y me dirias que debiera

been collecting

haber estado recogiendo

empty shells instead

conchas vacias en cambio

oh my precious pearl

!

zanrbullirias y me salvarfas

lay mi perla preciosa !

when you were the one

cuando eras el que

who letl me to deep water

me llev6 al agua honda

in the first place?

en prirner lugar'l
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Acr I,

usrrN Mrlrpn
Tn,q.rr.l W'nncr
Scerue 7: THE

Snonr S'rony

"Within a pockct lics either youl greatcst treasurc or worst nightnrarc, " read lhe
tirty wrrrds ()n lhe ihin whitc piccc of oanir'. Ncvcr did Janric havr's-uch a uniuue rncssage lirrnr a lirrtunc cocrkic. 'Having ncir'ly hurnctl hcr hand on lhe Wrrntolr soitp to
sclrch tbr this clairvoyant message ionceaied within a crisDv trcat, shc glarcd ,i it in a
rnolncnl ol'surprise. She had aliays rushcd fbr hcr to|tunc'whcrrcve r they had Chincst'.
cvcn belirre touching hcr tbod. Howcvcl, somctlring about this message was ditfcrcnt.
"Unt. that'll be eight dollar, please," interrupted thc rncck Chinesc dclivery boy.
"Keep the change." shc swcctly answered. giving hinr a twenty lionr her designcr pursc.

"Many thanks, pretty lady !"
With th t, he was gone. He had been thc tlrst Dcrson shc had talkcd to all night.
She tried callins her cirlli'iends, but could not find hct c'e'll phonc. though shc searchid
'she
Irrr alrnost an h6ur. Bound by tcchnological ovcr-rcliuncc.
did nt-rt l.ntrw any of hcr
liiends' numbers-thev all were pre-pro-granlnled int() her phone. As she stood'in thc

kitchen, alonc, in her tiathrobe, ull sh'e thbur:ht about was lier complctc lonelincss.
Wcll. Alan was in the next rootn, but he wai iust a habv. Her hoiliicnd was verv lrte
corning lronre liom work-and it rnude hcr vi'r'v nervous. But Austin was never-tlris
late. ft was fbur hours sincc hc called liorn crlult. Ttrnight, they even had spcoial
plans, which is why she was wearing her best lingerie beicath hir bathrobc and had
lpplicd thc perlect-oi blend of rnakclp. Briclly.'shc hall'-wishcd hc was in a srnall cur
accidenl trr something,.iust so hc lrad a good rcason lbr not calling. As sh!. he.gtn to cat
sorne liied pork, hr'r mihd wandcrcd lroln thoughts ol'Ausrin, heidcvotcd LrnrlIirithlul
live-in bovf'riend of seven vears. She sat and a-ie in silenr:c fbr ouitc sontc time belbre
Alan cooid in the distance:
"Mommy's puddv buhv. hi puddv." sL'ttins uD und soinc over to his crib. shc
-Hc
rpoke motherlv io liinr.
r,r:as :r beauiiluf seveii-nittnth-Jld iilant who laughcd rnorc
tharr a giddy tienage girl. She smiled at him. He hroulrhr his iircc ro I slccfiy grin and
hcgan tir ch-ucklc. -She called hinr "puddy" hccausc' it w-as hcr own hahy-tulk irlnslation
ol"ihe word tunnv. Perlraps he would on-c dav srow uD to be sntart and itnDontnt. like
his Iather, she thought. Austin Antinorclli Asiihant United Stares Attorney was rhc bcsr
young lawyer Ncw-York had seen since the seventies. His passion, pridc, an,l Drowess
i'ould-hrini mosl wilnesses to lears, or an opDosing counsclor ttr his irr her kneis.
Sirrply put, he was a legal genius. Tonight,'tbr th-c firs( time in seven years, he was
late.

Fillcd with a sudden eerie chill, she traveled into thc bcdroonr ro pur on u pair ol'
swL'atpanls. Catching a glinrrrse of herself in the tull-length rnirror, she r nernhered hcr'
nrothLir,.ol' rll people.- HEr mbther had a rough lif'e, and ii made life rough for the rest of
the tumily. Jurnii renrr,-lnhcrcd now that whdn Bethlehern Steel closcd. hcr fhthcr was
out of a.iob and the lamily would starve, if someone could not flnd work. Atier weeks
of hunging on by the skin of their tccth. hcr nlothcr l'inallv cot a ioh-as a srriooer'. Thc
lhoush-t oI it nrirdc hel want to llr()w un. Within weeks. he*r rnoiher rnct c weirithv ocrvert tnd lefi thc tirmily lorever with bui a white scnrtch puDer on the kitchcn table. 'ln
her nrind's eye lre wai a bloatcd, balding, grcasy r.rt-liks d.ln. She pictured it now, the
two ol' lhern iosr'thcr-it was rcpulsive.- Slhe tlioucht of the vcars stic laid on thc couch
telling it irll DrlHcrzhrun. Hc seenred to be ahle t-o take all her pain, her lceving thcrn.
and how it all haunted her-him and the nrcdication. But, she stopped takinc h6r meds
when she met Austin. He was stable enoush lbr both of them. BLiides. to h.=er. tinr,,'
appcarcd to have hcaled this wouncl. Still,'she thought. if Austin ever cheared on lrer,
h'ei cntirc lil'e would crumble. In disgust of the who-lc business, she threw ol'f the Iincerie and praclicallv iumpcd into hcr sweals. The modestv lelt sood for a changc.
Urinblc to stoir repluvins these rnind-oollutins irnaccs. Jainie collanscd iitheir
conrlbrtahlc bed witli the reil shleets, c'nsultcil in a srirtc ol*loneliness and diseust. She
https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol2006/iss1/19
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searchcd fbr somethine to distract hcr until Austin arrived-if he ever came homc. T. V.
was not il sood choicc. since Alan could wake ut thc dnrD of a oin. In despelation. her
eyes l'ell u"non the cnd-teble ncxt to the bed. Suddenly. ihe reilizcd the old dusty Bible
they kept,'and realized this was the first tirne she ever really noticed it in all thcsc years.
Shd hlew the dust llrrm its cover anql promptlv sneezed. Not having read the Biblc in
around l0 years. she sirnply opened if r,r sie on which pagc it woulii tall. Just as she
opcned thc hook, the phone' rang.
The Bible slarirmecl shuilike a crack of a whip, waking Alan. She called out to
him motherly as shc ran tbr the phone. lt had to be Austin. It was Austin.

'

"Honey, how are you, what's wrong'I" she auswered inrpetuously.
"Jaim. therc's no oroblem. I'm over at Nickv's. I've been calline vour cell ll
nieht hut kept getting voi'ccmail. You know t atways call the cell becruii we get tree
rninutes after 9: Soiry I didn't try home sooner, bui we were having such a go6d

time-."

"And.just what lun have you been having, Austin?" slre questioned.
"Oh. it's iust me and Nickv. we've been nlavins Doker and drinking iust a little
bit. ut his apartni;nt. I thought you knew we mighi hin! out alicr the triaI.'
Her heart f'ell. The trial ended at 6 p.nl.. That is when he called to say they
won. lt was now almost midnisht. and she-knew he would not have forgotten about her
in linserie under nonnal circumftances. Was something up? No, she th-ought-Austin
wouldnot do a thing like that. Seven yenrs. and he wal fiithful throughouievery one of
them.

"l called now just to say I'tu on my way home in casc you didn't get nry other
voicemails. Ooh, heic's thc cib now. Listcn.-honey. I've gotia go. but l-ll sci you in
half-hour-and I've got a surprisc."

a

Sumrise l She thoueht. kind of like how he had surprised her bv tbrg,etting their
intimate rehdezvous l lt toSk Jalnie a sood five minutes to evcn considcr th:rl Auitin
had sornething good to surprisc her wiih. And then looking at Alan. she srniled. Hcr
little son bore's-uch a likeniss lo Austin: it was uncannv. Kissing his forehead, she
immcdiately tbrgot all her anger towards Austin. Alan went to sleep right be forc hcr
eves. and s6e to5 lllled with a"scnse of intense comfon and drowsinlss.- She then went
blck into the bedrcxrn to wait for hirn by reclining on the bed. Within rninutcs she was

'

asleeo.

Austin went over the plan again on the cab ride horne. He was amazed at what
full nisht it had been. He hah not 6een to a strip club in. well, seven vears. He was
entireli faithlul to Jamie lbr thc coursc of the rclationship. Tonighr was just a little pit
stoo b,jfbre the marlthon. For carlier this vcrv nisht. hc'decided-he would proposc to
herl Naturellv. he fclt cntitled to a little hachdlor -partv. and he was verv gljd he had.

a

Jamie was drcin-clead sorseous. ancl evervthins he'evei wanted, hut beirig-ahle to feust
his eves on sirls one llstiimc tbr who kriows trow lons-mavhe even tlG rest of his
lif'e-lscemc"d worth the little risk of seling causht. dt tirst,-it tugged at his conscicncc
ro lie to Jarnic, but even if she did fi i'd out-it did not matter. Shefias so in love with
him, and he had hel in the palm of his hand, that she would surcly fbrgivc one nlontent
of weakness. Nickv had hdlped Austin remake a story to tell Jamle ab-out whcre hc had
bccn-it had been easv. thev'were both lawvcrs. The-rc was no way she wtruld l'ind out.
Their story was llewlcis. 6f course, she didn't get any voiccmails: tbr hc mistakenly
put her ceil phone in his briel'casc when hc rushe? out ihe do,tr this morning. lt waithe
iert'ect loophole. and he. of all peoplc, knew how to exploit loopholes.

Shr'awokc whcn Austin kissed her head, callins his namc and giving hint the
hiccest hus she gavc him in vears. He onlv slightlv sirelled trl alcohdl, and hc did look
hair?sonre in his-unbuttoned ihirt and rufllcd de:sisdcr suit coat.
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l"

"Honcy, Ican't bclicvc how nruch l rnisscd you, why did you havc to hc so

"You know Nicky and I nevcr .-qct a chance to talk, plus we wantcd to cclchratc a
lrald-lirught trial. ['rn sir sorly I coukln't muke it so(rner. tiahy, you know that I live
live this moment," h-e iaid gcnuincly.
cvcry nr<r-lnrent .just to be with you

-lct's

"What's special about right ntrw. olhcr than you'rc finally home," she said in
dull tonc, not rcnrenrbering his sulplise or the lbrtune cookie's tnessags.

a

"Jainr, I love you. ['vc lovcd you sincc thc ()bscrvation cleck of City Hall. back
bacti tionr NYU
in Buttllo. Rcurcrntier' thal dav.'
'l',,1 It ias clear, warnr. lalc May. I was
intclninq at thc Fcdcral Courr.
ncvcr hecn up to lhc top, an,l I wcnl tluring lunch...."
his eyeJglowed as he spokc dircctly into hcr cycis. Shc inlclnrpted him.

"Of course, I was up there taking pictures ol'the new hockey arcttl for Dad.
lcli li)r thc Ivy Lcaguc. I thought you'd t-orgottcn all lbout me..iust s()rttc
Buftalo sirl I'ronr the old neichbt)rhtnd."

When you

"-whn
tnrg"t y;u, kind heart, the way you threw a curve, much less u
"nutashape'}"
brunette with your
Jainre srniled and lcancd in to kiss him. She then continued her path down ntclrtory lane, "You knew I always lovcd you, right'? Evcr since I was 13, and tour grades
behind you. We never even really sioke, c:uz you were always busy with the guys...or
your olhcr girls. But that day. high irp in the c:louds. where ybu corlld s.'c lbr irrll's-wc

-

sDoKe,

"lt was nragic in the clouds. I think we atc lunch that day right in the basontenl.
of City Hall, that tiid cal'eteria they've got. Best lbod you can biry on a shoestring. We
talkcd till atier three. lt nearlv ctist rni nry internship,ind I didn'-t even care," hCspokc
as iovous enlotions tllled his li.:art. This was turninq ()ut better than he planncd. Hc
wa'itdd to see il'it got better belirrc'he popped the qu6stion. Titning was'everything.
Aticr scvcn veuls. he had to uait lirr the oerl-ect momcnl.
"You were all that nrattered, Austin. When I saw again alicr threc years vou on
obscrvation
deck----cvcn bcfbrc vou sookc u word to rnE-l forsot about thc.-:itv
thal
around rne. the citv t loved. and devirted rnv lit'e to -lrorn
vou. Buttalo oirlv let me down, hut
you never have." 'Junrie, now thoroughly rernov.'d
herearlicr lonclincss und ll'ustration towurds. bearned at him. This was ir, Austin thoucht.
"And I nevc'r will. bebe. You know l'nt alweys tr-ue ttt y.ru. And ntlw I can
orove it bevond the shadow of a doubt." Kneelins on one knee, Austin reacltetl into his
leti oocket'and withdrew a charcoal krokinc ieweliv hox. As il'hc was Drcsclltins hel'
witti thc kL'vs of heaven itself. Jarnie-all ii "one hound-leapt lirr i,ry aid thcn iulnrrcd
him. knockins him clear to the tloor. She nrurmured a bure lv autlihli ves in hii cai
an.ridst an ons'iausht ol'kisscs and cuddlins. Jamic had nevci f'elt bcttir in her tit'e. She
laid on top of hiri for r moment, leeling e-ntilely- secufe about her futurc and cnioycd thc
cc;tatic hiqh th t she thought would ncicr cnd.
in their lutule,
AtGr u lrood fivc riinutes in total silence, and completelv basking-As
she rosc, her
she lilied hel toiso t<l l<xrk at her gorseous and successtul ilanci again.
eyes llxed on a srnall piece of pufler t'hat was lying just beside his Tefi pocket. He was
t6o in love to even noiicc it hail fallen. She pickdd ir up and asked him about it innocentlv- unaware ol' thc ccrtain dcstruction that was to come.
' "Honey, what's thisJ" Immediately Austin's moocl crurnbled. Hc cotrceulcd his
ehagrin and playfully lungcd at the reccipt in her hand, but she was an athletic woman,
and eluded his srab.

"tt's iusithe pizza receipt lionr Nickv's tonicht...throw it out lbr ntc, will you."
hc was trvins his bcit not to alltrw hcr to lorik ut it. - If she clid. it would ruin thc nicht ol'
proposal.
his rrerl'cct
' ln ohe
iruick rnornent. shc rc:rd it. Ever y lettel orr the small white rcceipt cut a
mortal blow to hcr hcart. It read: "Downstairs Cabaret: the finest sentlenrcn's Llub
around."

IO
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TeMen-q. DIxoN
Bnevu.no

Believing the world's apocryphal truths
Bequeathing to generations its troubles

Humanitv cries for the dav it will be saved

KernrrN TRnssrBR
t'lNstrRT PR oFouN D TrrLE HERE'

I took the blade and slit them
spider web of scars
decorates my arms

and now the newly added jewels

glitter in the light
I turn my wrists over
the inky black words
bleed onto the page

who knew pain was so creative, so pleasurable, so stunning,
so utterly me

rt
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KanBN D'aNcBto
THn INNnnMs. Hvon
I sit alone as my conscience gnaws at my damned soul.
The quick swig of venom scathes down the back of my throat, plaguing me, consuming
me.

Forbidden thoughts echo this numb but witty mind.
The malice of my sorrow's rage confines the belligerent deeds I yearn to do, drowning
out all existence.

Evil notions creep anxiously through my cold yet heated veins, deliberately taunting

me

to sustain these vicious feelings.
This ugliness that I have beckon, draws near in complete summon.
The minutes of perpetual bliss keeps me in awe of ridding the likes of you.
But yet the act of doing right still lingers and the love I once had fbr you tries desperately to prevail...
Once I commit such an insane. immoral sin, mv conscience will be clear and I will feel
love again.
Verbal daggers will no longer be throrvn in fury.
Constant battles will no longer be slain.

Blood no longer spilt, tears no longer shed.
The essence of your spirit, your life, your being will be judged in the fiery pits of Hell.
There you shall walk in darkness, lifeless, lost and tortured, pleading your overdue confessions of the mistreatment you have fed me.
The prayer of such cries will bounce off the dead as they ignore the form you are as you
cease more to exist.
Fixed morals will falter.
Unbinding laws will bend.
My motive of you will avenge my being and the demons will parade in favor, gleaming
in sheer delight at this madness, our madness.
Bleed.
Break.
Feel.

Cry.
Taste the sins you have made as I spoon them to you.

I take another swig of the poison, the profbund substance that has corrupted my mind,
barricading the animosity for the thought of still loving you.
Oh, cruel lover-l yearn to dismantle you, to behead you, to suffocate every vital sign in
you.

shhhhhh...

t6
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I rnust whisper that.
The f'oul walls I anr enclosed in have eyes and ears, secre(ly waiting my evcry nrove.
I wouldn't want nry intentions to be known by the one I dreadfully adore.
I nrustn't be careless underminins the details in such critical contcnt.
I guzzle down somc Inore of the remedy, concocting a scheme, a plan to rid nte oi you,
nry donrinant moster, my scorching llame, my unwunted charflcter.
The ticking of the clock echoes in my unstable head.
Thc hour is drawing near and you will soon be a faded memory, a corpse I shall spit
upon.
Your violent misuse and invasions of coercion will ncl longer ridiculc my every aspect.
Your icy intirnidations and undesired copulation will no longer scar my aftlicted hean.
I will no longer be the puppet while you hold the strings.
Fighting unfairly is fighting equally, and I shall whcn you least cxpect it.
Your doubtful insecurilies will be slaughtered.
Your one-track mind

will

be burned.

And I will triunrph over the kill, devouring wlrat's left ol the prey.
Your glossy eyes, wet with death, will beg fbr mercy, fbrgiveness you know you don't
descrve.

Your once nruscular body will grow lirnp as does the spirit you once had.
There you'll see thc hltred burn rcd in my cycs.
A cold smirk will slowly crawl across my delighted tace, etching a menrory of stone
through your perishing, colorless eyes.
Then you'll rcalize your uniust treatment has gone too far but

will no nr<lre.

And Cod will be vour onlv alibi.

17
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MrcHRpr RBtrrv
Trrn HoNnvcoMB, THn Cor,onrNc Boor,
auo Trrn PlrNrrNc
A honeycornb tastes sweet.
The honey it produccs resenrbles the sun.

with its

hexagons that make pertbct syrnmetry,

And it color, which intitatcs the sunshinc.
A coloring btxrk images arc drawn perf'ectly.
However they are not colnplete.

They live a hollow lif'e,
Until the colors fill the void.

I have seen a painting,
That showed a nran and woman,
Deeply in love, and harntony
Like Rorneo and Juliet in heaven.

I have been told,
That all these represent
The happiness and the joy
Of lifb and of bliss.
Though I do not feel this.
When I usc thesc things.

I only anr reminded of
The vagueness and obscurity of my own life.
Because I anr the opposite of these things

Bright things blind me,

I t'eel colorless amongst the colors,
And I live a hollow lif-e.

I never feel this ccstasy,
In things that are so bright.

Only in the tranquility,
Of the darkness.
r8
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MBcHnN PntcHeRo
Dnrvnn's LrcnNsn
You were beautiful like the sunrise

In L.A. with six lanes of smog
Three hours of stop and go
Disappointment in sorrow's shape.
You never get over someone
It's just through to trudge on
Brake lights
Gas pedal

Car trouble.

I never learned to check my mirrors
Blind spots
Black squares behind my ears
It felt like you came
From near and nowhere
Smooth rides did not entice me
Unless I broke a law or three
But that speed limit broke before my decision
To turn key clockwise
Start ignition
And we started driving like a dream

I had when I was fbur
A truck with child locks
My forehead just below the steering wheel.
Speeding past the only two roads
I could recognize and assimilate
So it was always an adventure
Just not the one I had in mind.

r9
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EzuN DonNBv
S r,nppr-.n s s SuNp.lys

ArtsnEowA.nD Hoppnn's Hornt Roo*t

Starched sheets fbrm right angles,
tucked under to discourage anxious sleeping.
The perfect "O" of a cigarette bum.

A singed circle to match the buming sun outside
Bone white walls, antiseptic ivory.
The noisy breath of a sunny hot summer.

A single silhouette to memorize
forever hunched into sorrow.
Gening tired of staning somewhere new,
with maps that lead nowhere -- or

following one's heart ends in mutiny,
the hardest and most wretched kind I find no comfort here
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JoNntrnN KINc
PLmAvrxup
She patiently waits.

(Petritied with fear)
Today she decided to wear her hair up
It makes her feel pretty.

kaves of green and orange
Whirl about her feet.
Wind blows.
Just enough,
kiwi-mango body splash
fills the air...

Scent

of

Sky is gray with anger
on her dress remind her.

Stains

Lethargic with guilt-Immersed in pain - she holds herself,
Eyes fill with tears
Sound of screaming children scar her conscience.

Published by Fisher Digital Publications, 2005

2l

25

The Angle, Vol. 2006, Iss. 1 [2005], Art. 19

oNATHAN Hownno
THE VIRGIN AFFAIR:

rny pen spits the words -- my mouth,
ready, at attention,

bleeding the passion into patterns of words and sounds,
feelings intertwined into image and symbols,
the containment of an O,

I search for escape,
standing in the crossways of an X. . ..
like lovers twisted together,
but the words never truly capture me,
I sit, my beating heart,
a nrusical rhythm,
as

echoing the whispers,

building in speed,

fasterandfaster
the soti voices, rushing through tny veins,
pumping, throbbing

I try to find the words....
but the heart and mind don't speak a common tongue,
so

I stay tied,

... tongue

kissing. ..
saying nothing -sometimes, it says it all
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Enw DonNBv
Suuunn Sronus
Red towel next to

the yellow
on the back of the door.

Stark like
your white thigh between my tan legs.
Two hands cup
the soap.
Friction providing the suds
Sliding over our bodies.
Sans washcloth.
A bitter bubble of shampoo,
resting on my lip.
I bite and look up,
another bubble is dangerously close to your eyes.
Those two gray storms, sucking me in.
I have no resistance
to this hurricane.
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ESSE

Bnnrorts

Qurnr
Quiet, it's my tum to speak
But I have nothing to saythat hasn't been said before.
I can't be original
but I don't want to be
I choose to remain in silence
With out bodies overlapped
My hand intertwined in yours.

I feel your breath pulsate
With mine.
You open your mouth to speak
but don't.
It's my tum to speak.
I can't be original
but I don't want to be.
Everything's perfect
the way it is.
It's time that I tell you something
you haven't heard from me before
I am only me.
And I need to be yours.
Shhh be quiet it's my turn to speak
And I have only one thing to say
Don't be afraid, baby

I love

you.

24
https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol2006/iss1/19

28

Author: Full Issue

Puo'ro<;nnpu

Published by Fisher Digital Publications, 2005

Ca.nolrNg

Vllena

29

The Angle, Vol. 2006, Iss. 1 [2005], Art. 19

https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol2006/iss1/19

30

Author: Full Issue

Submission Guidelines
-All writing submissions must be sent to angle@sjfc'edu'
we ask
-Although we have previously required your work to be sent as attachments'
'We will no longer be accepting
your work into the email'
you to please
Paste

attachments.

title(s)
-Please include your name, address, phone number, and the

ofthe piece(s)

submitted.

-Art

inJPEG, photograph, photocopy or actual form'

can be submitted

-All submissions

@
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